Ses oma oe amare = 








iW 








MAY 14, yt Price,10 Cents 








VOL. XV.-No.' 375. 





wee Se ew VS __ DSU ee eer 


eee SS 







. = \ Veet Bitsin.. = Med ‘ PX. J 
. Ae : ~ ee, i 
. Se =. or 


ees BY e =. eH 3 aX NEW YORK ; 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. \ “*’ TRADE MARK REGISTERED (878 


















“ENTERED AT THE POST OFFICE AT NEW YORK, AND ADMITTED FOR TRANSMISSION THROUGH THE MAILS AT SECOND CLASS RATES” 


- ~ \N : \ 
»~ a 
A , <a : 
wt i _ 
: REP, 

a} { UBLICAN y 
i | j 
; 4 














Ay ‘4 ten : * > § =) 
> $ 
A AK v3 b j 
Sanat: Me An 4 
age ( fi 
» +s € 
4 wT 
4 
« A 
: a 
= ou 
’ e 
3 
4 ars 
e 3 
*e 
OF e . a 
Mag 
rte, 
% 4 * 
Fa Ane 
ic 9 2 ~ 
. ais ~ " 
2 “4 BF ¥ ~ oa 3» meee S 
; ” . & ‘Saad ; : ; 
y A 
ome 3 y os 
A “3 4 | Foe 
‘or % ? 
’ Ke Nosy Pr ‘Ss $ or. e553 4 
4 . « 
‘wi s Ps 
ie i deal siiehsiaiad - a — ail eld.” 
A 

















DELILAH RANDALL BETRAYS THE DEMOCRATIC SAMSON. 
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«¢ Populus vult decipi, ergo decipiatur.” 
During the last quarter the average circulation of Puck 
1,190,377. 
The sales of last week’s PUCK were 
2,199,564 1-16* 


Yours for truth and modesty, 


was 


Puck. 


*A well-known candidate for the Republican Nomination bought 
the page containing his own picture to wear as a liver-pad. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


here is such a thing as over-handi- 
capping a good and willing horse. Mr. 
Whitelaw Reid, if you and the Phelpslet who is 
at present assisting you have any idea that the 
Re publican party has no weight to carry in the 
coming campaign, you are beautifully and pic- 
turesquely mistaken. ‘The party is good and 
strong, as a party; but it has gathered enough 
iniquity within the last sixteen years to be pretty 





comfortably loaded at present. Why, bless you, ! 
years ago it was so overburdened that it had to | 
get rid of Schuyler Colfax and Belknap, and a | 
few other small incumbrances of the sort. And 
if it couldn’t carry Schuyler Colfax, do you 
think it can carry Blaine? You appear, Mr. 
Reid, to be very intimate with Mr. Blaine. You 
probably think you know him. Oh, you flatter 
yourself you do, do you? Well, you don’t. But 
you will. You are learning more about him 
every day; and if you should, by any wild 
chance, succeed in making him the Republican 
candidate for the Presidency, you would find | 
out so much about him before next November | 
that you would go away into a cool depression | 
in the face of Mother Earth and draw the aper- 
ture in after you. 


* 


# * 

It is a great relief to the whole country that 
the Morrison Bill, with the proposed horizontal 
reductions in the tariff, was defeated. Not 
that we were glad that it did not become law; 
but the debate was conducted in so sleepy a 
manner, and the most ardent supporters were 
so lukewarm about it, that the result could 
scarcely have been otherwise. It is better that 
the subject should be shelved for the present | 
than handled in a half-hearted sort of way. | 








The Democratic party has begun the campaign 
by making one of its gigantic blunders, It 
feared to proclaim openly the principle of Free 
Trade. Its leaders were divided, and now what 
is the result ? 


* 
* * 


The country is just about as near Tariff Re- 
form as it was before the Morrison Bill was in- 
troduced. Nobody felt quite sure about it. 
Nobody seemed to know what he wanted and 
when he wanted it. Here was a chance for a 
grand issue; but, with the usual fatuity of the 
Democratic party, they have allowed it to slip 
by. Of course, the defeat of the bill is a great 
feather in the cap of Mr. Randall; but it will 
not do anything toward victory for the Demo- 
crats in November next. Indeed, it is a mis- 
take to go to Chicago without some idea of 
what the platform is to be. We don’t think 
now that either Mr. Carlisle, or Mr. Hewitt, or 
Mr. Randall knows what will be done. Some 
of them ought to rustle around pretty lively for 
a policy, or it will be too late. 

* * # 

The most painful feature of the recent failures 
in Wall Street is the heavy loss that General 
Grant has experienced. It is impossible not to 
feel sympathy for him. Of course, when he 
risked his fortune among the rocks and shoals 
of the Street, he could scarcely expect to fare 
better than others of his fellows who pursue the 
same hazardous calling. But still, however, it 
has not been shown that General Grant had 
any knowledge of the queer and reckless kind 
of business that his sons and their very original 
partner, Mr. Ward, were carrying on. We do 
not think that General Grant ever aspired to 
the position of an enormous capitalist. He 





probably desired to increase his means, as most 
men do; but certainly he would not counte- 
nance such knavery as the firm of Grant & 
Ward seem to have practised. We don’t want 
General Grant in politics, but we don’t want 
him to be beggared through no real fault of 
his own, 
* 
* # 

About this time of the year the man who 
lives a little way out of the city is seized with 
a wild ambition to have a garden. Nothing 
that any one says to him will cause him to 
change his mind. So he purchases a spade, a 
rake and the other necessary utensils, and gets 
avay from business every afternoon early io 
work in the place. And then he arises at four 
in the morning, and goes out in the malarious 
mists, and wears out his shoes stamping the 
spade down into the earth. And he almost 
breaks the spade, too, driving it down through 
broken china, old hoopskirt-wires and other 
trifle. After he has raked these things out, 
and burst all his clothes in the performance, he 
gets the seed in. 

* 


* * 


Then comes the task of keeping out the 
neighbors’ hens, dogs and cows. This is the 
hardest part of it all; but, as he sits on the 
back stoop, with Theocritus in one hand and a 
double-barreled gun in the other, he thinks of 
all the lettuce he will have. And he does have 
it—after a time. But when he counts up all 
he has spent and lost, he finds that the let- 
tuce has cost him about fifty cents a leaf, and 
that he could have purchased more for a dollar 
and a quarter than he has raised for about 
eighteen dollars. Which proves the grocer to 
be mightier than the amateur gardener. 
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UNCLE SAM.—* You’LL NEVER GET THIS FIELD CLEARED IN TIME TO RAISE A CROP, JIM.” 
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TO MAY. 





O May, there is one thing about you, 
You are full of sweet summery gains, 

Although we have reason to doubt you 
As regardeih irregular rains. 

You smile on the face of the ocean, 
You brighten the blue of the sky, 
And the spring leaves in gentle com- 

motion 
All whisper of coming July. 
You bring us the king-cup and daisy, 
The violet modest and blue; 
And the poet, in reveries lazy, 
Indites pretty sonnets to you, 
But the young man has cause for to 
love you 
For a thing more to him than all 
these; 


you, 
O season of flowerful leas! 
For his love has a tendency pleasing 
To revel in corsage- bouquets 
Which in size are so wildly increasing 
That his soul their exuberance dis- 
mays. 
And he hails you, O May, as most 
charming, 
For this thing he certainly knows— 
You ‘ll bring down the price so alarm- 
ing 
Of the terrible Jacqueminot rose, 








BANK-EXAMINERS. 


Another bank has broken up, and the bank- 
examiner has not had the satisfaction of say- 
ing: “1 told you so.” Bank-examiners and ex- 
aminers of insurance companies are about as or- 
namental and as useful a kind of men as we have 
in the community. They are so profound, so 
far-seeing, so shrewd. Had not the bank-ex- 
aminer read it in the newspapers the next morn- 
ing, he might never have known that the Marine 
Bank had stopped payment; and everybody 
else, too, might have been in the same delight- 
ful condition of ignorance. 

This is where the beauty of bank-examining 
and insurance-examining comes in; there is so 
much to be learned about it after the company 
or bank has “ busted.”” What would happen if, 
by any chance, notice was given by the examin- 
ers of the impending failure, it is impossible to 
say, as the experiment has, to our knowledge, 
never been tried. 

We know that it would be a very unconven- 
tional thing to do, and that so radical a de- 
parture from the usual track might perhaps 
cost the examiner his position. Still, we should 
just like to see it for the fun of the thing. 
should just like to know from the examiner a 


We, 








day before when the crash was coming, instead | 


of a day after it had come. Perhaps some of 
the Marine Bank’s depositors are primitive 
enough to have desired the same information; 
but that would have been opposed to all bank- 
examining traditions, and might have hurt the 
delicate feelings of the examiner. 

“JT ordered Examiner Charles A. Meigs, in 


August,” said ex-Comptroller of Currency | 


James J. Knox: “to make a special examin- 
ation of the condition of the Marine Bank. It 
was found to be in very good condition. I was 
not expecting a failure. It was a great surprise 
to me.’’ 

Just so, Mr. Knox. It was likewise a surprise 
to a number of other people. Perhaps no de- 
positors were more astonished than New York 
City Chamberlain ‘Tappan, as the city has a 





million of dollars lying there to its credit. 
Equally amazed were the Long Island City 
authorities, all of the funds of that unfortunate 
place being there. 

As for ourselves, we frankly admit that we 
are not in the least surprised; nor should we be 
if half of the banks in New York were to close 
their doors to-morrow. But what we should 
marvel at would be a statement by any bank- 
examiner that a bank was not in a sound con- 
dition, with a recommendation that the sooner 
people got their money out of the institution, 
the better it would be for them. 

We know that this would not be as convenient 
as informing the public of the disaster after the 
bank has failed, but it might have its advan- 
tages. ‘The millennium may not be far off—per- 
haps such a plan will be adopted when it arrives. 








The New “ Fire-Badges” for Reporters. 
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ALL PROTECTION FOR 


THEY NEED NOW 
THE HEAD, AND THEY WILL BE ACCIDENT-PROOF. 


IS SOME 


There are few months he ranketh above | 


! 





Puckerings. 





HERE 's nothing like shoe-making 
In city or in town, 

Recause while you are working 
You ’re always sitting down. 
The sailor ’s always 

climbing, 

In rain-storm and in 

sun; 
And then, you know, 
the postman 

Is ever on the run, 
Ei At night doth rise the 
; drug-clerk, 

The festive pill to 

make; 
At that time the car- 
driver 


PSS 
ec. 
me Doth have to 


the brake. 
The *“ peeler ” climbs up stairways 
The burglar for to scap, 
And if he ’s captured sleeping 
It is a great mishap. 


turn 


Then let me be a cobbler, 
And if the day is long, 
I spend the time a-sitting, 
And sing my little song. 
The banker is a gambler, 
The preacher is a clown; 
Oh, let me be a cobbler, 
Who ’s always sitting down. 


MR. Morrison is going to introduce a per- 
pendicular ‘Tariff Bill next time. 


WE HEAR of no dentists in his time, but 
Midas had his teeth filled with gold. 


His Houiness the Pope has been appointed 
Grand Master of European Freemasons. ‘This 
is not true, but it is our first attempt at a cam- 
paign lie. 


MR, Davitt has retired from Irish agitating, 
and is going to lecture in New Zealand. Let 
us see, isn’t that the place where there are can- 
nibals? But then, we believe, civilization has 
vitiated their taste, and they only eat mission- 
aries, 





IN ANOTHER month the iceman will go around 
with his hat in his hand, and a sad, long-faced 
expression, to see if you will patronize him this 
season. At the present time he is fixing up his 
scales to register a hundred pounds when fifty 
pounds of ice are hung on it. Most people 
think icemen very powerful because they carry 
such huge chunks without effort. But they judge 
by the size of the chunk, and not by the weight; 
and the ease with which they carry it proves that 


| it is not more than half as heavy as the iceman 








represents it to be. 


Ouipa says that the pity which is not born 
of experience is invariably cold, and can not 
help being so. This is positively so, we regret 
to say. When we walk along the street and 
see a poet in a suit of ready-made clothes that 
don’t fit him, we sincerely pity him, But, of 


| course, our pity is cold. It is not the warm, cosy, 
| sympathetic pity which we should like to be- 


stow upon the poor poet; and it is not that kind 
of pity simply because the said pity is not born 
of experience. In other words, we have never 
worn a suit of ready-made clothes, We have 
always had our clothes made to order by a 
swell London tailor, and brought to us by a 
friendly nobleman. But if we have never had 
our pity warmed by poverty, we have had it 
cooled by prosperity, and we take great pleas- 
ure in indorsing the festive little rose-leaf of 
wisdom and philosophy of the girl we once 
went to school with in the south of France, 
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MISPLACED. 


O violet, blue tenderness! 
O sweet, poetic, hooded 
Small Venus—nothing, nothing less— 
Of great cool regions wooded; 
O pretty, modest flower, I love 
To hold thee and to shyly shove 
Thee under Doris’s dainty nose, 
Thy breath for her to relish 
Till smilingly each dimple grows, 
Her pink cheeks to embellish. 
How lost thou art, how faint thy smell, 
How sad must be thy mood, 
Close pinioned there on the lapel 
Of a slender, slim young dude. 


Epw’r WICKER. 











PEEK - A - BOO: 
THE APOTHEOSIS OF BOSH. 





By “THE DvucHEss.” 








It is one of those bright afternoons only | 
known to England. The sun, an amorous lover, | 
is kissing the velvet sward; and the breeze, | 
sky, roses and other natural objects are doing | 
their regulation duty with a fidelity worthy of | 
a better cause. 

The tea-table is spread beneath the ancestral | 
oaks, which have stood, etc., etc. The urn is 
singing merrily; so are the birds; so are the — 
no! On second thoughts, they ain’t. Dogs 
can’t. 

What a chance I was near giving the review- 
ers! 

I, Nora Megargee, known to my intimates as 
Peek-a boo, in a limp cotton gown, with my 
hair on end and my shoes down at the heel, 
am perched on a limb of one of the aforesaid 
ancestral, etc., etc. To be vulgarly candid, I 
am not a bit pretty. In fact, my Grecian nose | 
is my only decent feature, which 1 inherited, 
along with a sweet Irish voice and a fire-and- | 
tow temper, from my revered dad. 

I rather expect ‘Taffy Devon. Taffy has a 
little way of dropping in. We have been fast 
friends ever since we first met. Billy and I 
were in old ‘Tompkins’s cart, and I was lying 
down on the hay. Billy says I was kicking up 
my heels; but it’s no such thing. 

Presently [ hear a mellow tenor voice war- 
bling “ Peek-a-boo,” so I skip down from my 
nest and fall on him like a whirlwind, 

“The top o’ the mornin’ to ye, Nora Megar- 
gee, me ilegant descindant of the Oirish mon- 
archs,”’ says he, with an exaggerated obeisance. 

“Taffy Devon,” I cry, with a stamp of my 
foot: “Vl never speak to you again, if you 
make fun of me!”’ 

“‘You’re all alone,” he remarks, irrelevantly. 

“It seems so,’ I retort, with a mild sarcasm: 
“unless the rest of the family have conceale:l 
themselves behind the trees or under the table.”’ 

“ Don’t be cheeky,” says he: “‘ Their absence 
is unalloyed delight.” 

“ My respected dad,” I resume: “is in his 
study, engaged in dancing on the monthly bills. 
He always dances on the bills. Mama is at af- 
ternoon service. Mama,’ I add, calmly: “ is 
a very tiresome woman.” 

“Too true,” asserts ‘Taffy, cheerfully: “But, | 
Nora, mavourneen, I have something to say to | 
you.” | 
_T open my large blue-gray eyes and stare at 
him. 

‘Taffy is tall and dark, with a lean face and | 
enormous dark eyes that are boyish and in- | 
tensely loving. He has a distinct, fascinating 
croak in his voice. 

Just here my sister Dora appears, looking 
like a saint, in a green gown covered with pink 
bows. What I hate most about Dora is her 
sneaky way of getting over the ground. Dora 
monopolizes ‘l'affy, out of wanton meanness; 








and I should be quite out in the cold, were it 
not for Marmaduke Baggs. 

He is an ugly young man, with a deliglitfully 
dismal expression, and looks as if he had been 
drawn through a key-hole. 

“How are you to-morrow ?” he asks, in a 
melancholy voice. 

“ You absurd man!” say I, 

“Don’t laugh,” he pleads: “I’m saddest 
when I sing.” 

Presently he throws himself on the ground, 
and, wrapping a fold of my gown around his 
arm, falls asleep. 

Taffy turns his back ostentatiously upon us, 
I hear him telling Dora that to-morrow he goes 
forth into the great world to make his fortune. 
I shall not see him again. 

When he turns away I creep after him. I | 
feel the tip of my nose growing pink with sup- 
pressed emotion as | whisper: 

“Ta.” 

He wheels around and grasps my two hands. 

“Oh, Nora, my beautiful child, why do you 
torture me so?”’ he cries, 

“I’m sure you seemed very happy,’’ I pout. 

“J thought of nothing but you,’ he avers: 
“ And now, my darling, won’t you give me one 
kiss of farewell ?” 

“Not for worlds!”’ I falter, for I am the soul 
of maiden modesty. 

Then our lips meet in the supreme longevity 
of a first kiss. 








Three years have passed. Again I am seated | 
on the velvet sward where the, etc., etc. This | 
time my friend Fi-fi Lovel is with me. She is 
an espiégle widow, with black eyes that are al- 
most purple, and fair hair with a greenish tinge, 
and is very odd, mutinous and captivating—in 
fact, quite all that she should be, and utterly 
sweet. 

With womanly versatility, we have glided 
from the fashions to politics. 

“‘Gladstone’s wars are toys to him,’’ Fi-fi as- 
serts: “the dear little fellow has three to amuse 
him at present.”’ 





“Don’t, Fi-fi!”” I cry, shocked. 

You see, Gladstone, no doubt, reads Zhe 
Young Lady’s Journal; and think how badly the 
poor man would feel to have such severe things 
said about him! 

“Ah, Nora, my pretty Peek-a-boo, my little 
saint!”? Fi-fi breaks out: “you are troubled 
about something. I read it in every little line 
of your ugly little face.’ 

I laugh at this, for, vanity apart, I know that 
I am a beauty. To be sure my nose turns right 
up; but then my golden-hazel eyes, sunny hair, 
perfect complexion and faultless figure excuse 
this small defect. 

“ One would think,” she goes on: “that the 
fortune your godfather left you weighed upon 
your mind. If it was mine, I’d find a way to 
lighten it.” 


Fi-fi has a little habit of punning. This and 


| her numerous bangles make her not only con- 


spicuous, but adored, wherever she goes. 


But there zs a load on my mind, Ever since. 


I have become an heiress ‘l'affy has avoided me, 
though love leaps from his eyes to greet me. 
We have met in the gay world, and he has 
shunned me. Once he crushed my hands in 
his, then flung them from him like serpents. 
Pride silences him; yet 1 know—I feel—O rap- 
ture!—that he is madly, gladly, wildly, idiotic- 
ally in love with beautiful Nora Megargee. 

At the thought I sigh; and as | sigh I per- 
ceive a tall, well-set-up figure approaching 
through the trees. Even at this distance I can 
see that he is exultant. I hasten to meet him. 
All coldness and reserve have vanished, like the 
mists of morn before the, etc., etc. 

In a few words he tells me that a great- 
grandfather, an uncle and several cousins hav- 
ing hopped the twig, he is now the Duke of 
Devonshire. 

“And now, Peek-a-boo, my priceless lamb, 
will you be all my own ?” 

He clasps me in his arms, and rains kisses on 
my lovely blushing face. 


Jutim K. WETHERILL. 





——— 





THE LAST RESORT FOR PROPERTY-OWNERS. 








ETERNAL VIGILANCE IS THE PRICE OF A ROOF FREE FROM TELEGRAPH-WIRES. 





















































ANNUAL RE-APPEARANCE OF THE « ACROSS-THE-OCEAN-IN-A-CANOE ” IDIOT. 


O Fool! 

O sublimated Fool, of Fools the Fool! 
Thou ’rt clearly fated 

To be graduated 

From the fishes’ school. 

O Fool most frantic, 








That in a dory bravest the Atlantic, 
Endeavoring to 

Get to old England in a frail canoe— 

We hail thee of all fools beneath the sun 
The Number One! 

When thou art far beneath mid-ocean skies, 


Shall not old Neptune rise 

From out the sea, 

Offering to thee 

The cake—the cake—the great and glorious 
cake 

That thou alone art Fool enough to take? 
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WE HAVE THEM IN STREET-CARS, WHY NOT IN BAR-ROOMS ? 


The man who holds up the bar too often, 
When his legs’ firm muscles begin to soften, 
Needs some support from straps and things— 
In fact, the case may be simply stated: 
Since slings are slung on the ‘ Elevated,” 
Let ’s put the ‘* elevated ” in slings. 
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OPENING OF THE «SUMMER ROOF-GARDEN ” SEASON. 


In this counthry dimocratic 
Shall the band aristhocratic, 

With the murtherin’ Saxon j'ined, 
By thimselves enj’y the threasures 
Of monopolistic pleasures, 

An’ the Oirish stay behind? 


le 


Nay, the summer-garden shplinded 
Nobly yit shall be attinded 

On the roofs of Shantytown; 
And in pathriot hearts there ‘Il be no 
Invy of the low Casino, 

As we put the whishkey down, 
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THE EARLY DUDE CATCHES THE BOARDING-SCHOOL PARADE. 


The dudes and the dudelets assemble, 
At twelve of the clock each day, 

They ’re a-twitter and they ’re a-tremble, 
As they pick their dainty way. 

Fcr at twelve of the clock precisely 
The boarding-school goes past, 


And the dude is dressed up nicely 
And his little heart beats fast. 

With the old Minerva leading, 
They march in English style, 

And the dudes stand mutely pleading 
For a nod or a wink or a smile. 


But the old girl’s eyes are flashing, 
And pitiless is her rule, 
And the dudes, their teethlets gnashing, 
Are left behind to cool. 
P, S.—And they ’re frequently ** copped ” for mashing 
At the March of the Boarding-School. 
VED 
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THE ARRIVAL OF OUR IMPORTED CITIZENS. 








A CORRECT REPORT. 


WHAT THEY SAID TO THEMSELVES. 








PRESIDENT CHESTER ABSALOM ARTHUR.—Ah, 
let me see. It I have not been misinformed, I be- 
lieve somewhere along in November there will 
be a Presidential election, and special prepar- 
ations will be made for that interesting event 
at a place called Chicago in June. I am told 
that a convention will be held for the purpose of 
nominating candidates for the position. ‘Fhere 
may possibly be a choice of gentlemen with 
whom I am very well acquainted. Mr. James 
G. Blaine is one of them. He isa man of great 
ability and has many friends. I don’t think he 
would make a bad President; but there are a 
few little things against him. Mind, I don’t say 
they’re true, but still they’re kinder awkward. 
Mulligan letters and Little Rock bonds do not 
improve a candidate’s chances, I fear he can 
not be elected. Well, then there is Senator 


Edmunds, ‘There is practically no fault to find 
with him. | He’s a good lawyer and is very re- 
spectable. Has never done anything wrong. 


But then he is cranky. I don’t see much pros- 
pect of his being nominated or elected. Be- 


sides, thousands of my Democratic friends | 


wouldn’t vote for him because he did a little 
voting on the Electoral Commission. I must 
not forget to mention myself. My enemies say 
that I was too much with the boys in my earlier 
days, but I have forgotten them all now. I am 
a modest man, and I don’t like to talk much 
about myself; but if there is one man more 
than another who should be President of the 
United States, it is yours truly. 

James GILLESPIE BLAINE.—I am quite pre- 
pared to admit that Arthur would not make a 
bad President, because he has done pretty well 


y 





since he has been in the White House; but, 


after all, he’s really not the man for the position. | 


He’s too flippant, too light; there isn’t enough 
strength about him. I scarcely think the can- 
didature of Senator Edmunds can be looked 
upon in a serious light. I happen to know that 
he is entirely unequal to the task. It would be 
too much for a man of his fine and delicate 
texture. Now, there is one man who can be 
elected without any difficulty. He'll just get 
a unanimous vote, so to speak. Do I know 
what the man’s name is? Well, I should smile. 
His name is James Gillespie Blaine. In short, 
I’m the man, myself. A number of scurrilous 
newspapers have been trying to run me down, 
and dwell on such things as Mulligan letters and 
Little Rock bonds; but they don’t affect me in 
the least. I feel that I am the people’s choice. 
I have already prepared my letter of acceptance 
of the nomination, and I nearly know the whole 
of my inaugural address by heart. I have not 
yet decided on my Cabinet; but it will be a 
daisy. I may make Whitelaw Reid Secretary 
of State. The moment I am sworn in I shall 
take steps to suppress Puck. A man has to get 
up early if he wants to get ahead of J. G. Blaine, 
and don’t let anybody forget it. 

SENATOR GEORGE F’, EpmMunps.—Will Arthur 
receive the nomination? Certainly not. He 
has never been in the Senate. He has had 
some very objectionable associates. The coun- 
try wants a higher grade of man for President. 
Blaine? Humph! He’s too coarse. A Dema- 
gogue. Been engaged in fishy transactions. He 
won’t do at all. I couldn’t support him. My- 
self ? I don’t see why I shouldn’t think about 
it. I know I should do better than Arthur, 
and I have infinitely more dignity than Blaine. 
I certainly shall accept, if nominated and 
elected. 


WHY, OF COURSE! 





“You say that brown sugar is damaged ?”’ said 
a business-looking sort of a man, as he stepped 
into a grocer’s the other day. 

« Yes, it was damaged a little in shipping; but 
most of it is as good as ever.” 

“ What will you take for it ?” 

“ Six cents a pound.” 

“‘T will take it.” 

The grocer seemed greatly pleased, and, 
wishing to satisfy his customer that he had not 
made a bad bargain, said: 

“ About half a foot down the sugar is as good 
as ever, and the stuff on top will do to work off 
into cakes and puddings.” 

“Cakes and puddings ?’’ repeated the cus- 
tomer, with a merry twinkle in his eye: ‘ What 
do I care for cakes and puddings? I ain’t 
going to eat it, or sell it, either.” 

“What are you going to do with it?” in- 
quired the grocer. 

“What am I going to do with it? Why, I 
am going to send it down to my shop, and have 
it made up into sand-paper. 

And he hurriedly asked for his bill, paid it, 
| and walked out, leaving the grocer as much 
| surprised as though he had been told he had 
| just drawn a prize in the lottery. 











FENELON SAYS that good taste rejects excess- 
ive nicety; and this is probably the reason that 
philosophers and refined thinkers are as happy 
in old, sun-burned, faded clothes and soft hats 
as the advance-agents of circuses and minstrel- 
shows—who are not always refined thinkers— 
are in plug-hats, dog-eared collars, patent-lea- 
ther boots and head-light diamonds. 
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“CUTTING.” 





This is not an article on railroads—it has nothing to 
do with cutting rates; nor is it a disquisition on maim- 
ing or wounding or tailoring. We just wish to make a 
few remarks on cutting ””—that is to say, cutting an 
acquaintance—ignoring the existence of a fellow-crea- 
ture with whom the cutter has been on terms of more or 
less intimacy. There are, of course, many cases where 
cutting is an absolute necessity, and the man who neg- 
lects to do it under certain circumstances will be likely 
to forfeit the regard of his most valued friends. 

For instance, suppose the cashier of a bank were to 
run off with your securities which had been deposited with 
him for safety. If you were ever to meet that man in the 
street or elsewhere, it would not be proper to bestow on 
him the least notice. He has impaired your fortune— 
perhaps ruined you—and it is impossible that your feel- 
ings toward such a fellow can be as they were originally. 

The same rules would apply to an individual who 
elopes with your wife, assaults you with a club, or your 
reputation behind your back with bad language, or does 
anything that touches your pride or self-love—that is to 
say, something positively aggressive, A man with a 
proper sense of justice would have no alternative but to 
cut even the murderer of his mother-in-law. 

These are cuts for cause; but there are other varieties 
of cuts where the cause is entirely subordinate to the 
feelings of the cutter toward the cuttee. 

There is the snobbish cut. Jenkins, who calls him- 
self a Knickerbocker and belongs to a dude club, has 
been under considerable monetary obligations to Scow- 
kins, whose father was a small tailor. Jenkins is very 
fashionable; Scowkins isn’t. He dresses in bad style, 
wears a solitaire diamond in his shirt-front, and carries 
a whole jewelry-store on his fingers. Jenkins is walking 
down Fifth Avenue with two celebrated heiresses, Miss 
Lakeshore and Miss Westernunion. Jenkins perceives 
in the distance Scowkins; but he does not ** see” him. 
Just as Scowkins is within bowing-distance, and is ready 
to nod, Jenkins is busily engaged in talking to Miss 
Westernunion. His remarks continue until Scowkins 
has safely passed. Scowkins afterward wonders what 
Jenkins means by putting on such frills, and naturally 
the intimacy between them is at an end. 

Jenkins was not justified in cutting Scowkins. It is 
true that Scowkins was not a desirable acquaintance; but 
then he had shown himself to be a friend, and deserved 
no such treatment. Jenkins, had he met Scowkins alone, 
would have put on his usual cordial manner; but he did 
not wish Miss Westernunion and Miss Lakeshore to know 
that he was acquainted with such people as Scowkins. 


There are, however, cuts which are far removed from. 


snobbery, and are not only justifiable, but manly and 
proper. But they require a considerable amount of courage 
to carry them out. It is to cut the men that you really 
don’t want to know, when there is no reason whatever 
why you should know them. The acquaintances are 
none of your choosing. You have been dragged in con- 
tact with these people by some unthinking and incon- 
When you get to know them a little, 
They are per- 


siderate friends. 
you find they are not at all to your taste. 
haps vulgar, narrow-minded, bigoted. There is nothing 
morally, intellectually, materially or socially to be gained 
by their acquaintance. You have long given up going 
to their houses, still there is a mutual nod when you pass. 
This may go on for years. ‘Cui bono ?” you say to your- 
self. Now is the time to be bold, and free yourself from 
the incubus. Do not respond to the next nod that is 
vouchsafed you. Then, when you meet him again, look 
him straight in the eye, and the deed is done. You are 
a free man once more. But the cutting must be done 
with grace—it should indicate the essence of refinement 
and good breeding. 








WHEN A MAN wakes up and looks out of his bedroom- 
window at about six o’clock in the morning, and sees a 


cow dancing over the mignonette, and languidly devour- | 


ing the currant-bushes, he begins to think he knows the 
meaning of the term ‘¢ cattle-plague.” 





that is completely worn out, and have it bagged with 
some kind of yellowish muslin, and cause visitors to be- 
lieve that the furniture is fitted with such delicate, 
high-priced satin that you are obliged to keep it covered, 
except on the occasion of receptions and weddings. An- 
other great scheme to impress chance visitors with your 
wealth and greatness is to hang a lot of cheap chromos, 
nicely framed, on the walls, and have them so heavily 
draped with mosquito-netting that no one can see what 
they are. Then they will think they are Corots, Meis- 
soniers, Géromes, etc. 


WHEN A SOCIETY PAPER announces an engagement, 
and says that Miss Smith is a daughter of John Smith, 
and a niece of Solomon Brown, and Mr. W. R. Robin- 
son is a son of James Q. Robinson, and a nephew of 
Silas Williams, whose great-grandfather was once intro- 
duced to the daughter-in-law of General Jackson, the 
people seem to know all about it, and declare it to bea 
splendid match, in open-mouthed wonder, 





IT SEEMS strange that things can be so contradictory. 
A man with white hair has it dyed black, while a woman 
with black hair has it bleached to the yellow-dog tone. 


. x | 
ONE OF the latest schemes now is to take furniture 


Answers for the Aurious, 


I.. G, R.—Please send a double-truck and take your 
epigram away. 

Harris.—We sent it back to you; but it probably 
died on the way, and was buried at the expense of the 
post-office department. 

Loris.—Your poem on ‘ Seasickness” doesn’t show 
j that you are a poet; but it proves conclusively that you 
| have been seasick—and probably are yet. 


STRAIGHT CuUT.—Your poem must have been changed 





in its cradle if it was as good as you say it was; and you 


must have sent us the changeling. Because the focal- 


izers of this one are not adjusted to any known system of 


metre, and its intellectual backbone is dislocated, 
ANNETTE G.— Who was Semiramis? Semiramis, 
| dear, was a pre-historic young woman of great beauty 
and many accomplishments, who met with an untimely 
fate and died in all the blossom of her youthful beauty. 
She was boiled in oil and used on sewing-machines as a 
lubricant. What had she done to deserve this terrible 
fate? Annette, she bothered editors with questions on 
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dear puck 

i cend you a car Toon on this Bo bisnes it is 
About time The public was A rowsd to this dis- 
grasefle frod i hav bin thare My self an i am 
juster bout tierd out. 

wat i wanter no is has A boy no rites his 
sissters bose is boun to respect 

i hav got for sissters an evrey won has a bo 
eccept my sisster mord my sisster mord has 2 
butt thay onley come 1 at A tiem 

i woud go an tel on her to won of them onley 
i wanter hav them meat tce an cee the fer fly 

thay ar boath pritty tuf an thare wil be ded 
lodes of fun if thay ketch on to eche other 


in the leftand cornor of the slaight you | 


see my sisster mords bo doon his mashin in 
the dinin room the dinin room is his stampin 
grownd this is her reglar bo the other Won 
whoant be thare un till toomorrer 

my sisster marey is in gajed to a dude I hav 
drorn a pitcher of the dude an my sisster marey 
a spoonen in the libry he is a asken her Four a 


kiss an she is maken bleeve she dont mene to | 


giv him won 


this is orl luggs she is A puten on side she | 





| menes to giv him orl The kis he wants onley 
| she dont wantim to think he is geten things 
' two chepe 

she was mitey glad wen she gott him you bett 

in the upper ritand corner you can see my 
sisster a sparkin with her musikle bo he is a 
tenner and she is a sopraner thay ar singin a 
joo et he is holerin dust thow luv me derest 

1 day i went in an tole hin no she Was affter 
his scads he has Gott muny if he is a meweision 

my sisster an got me wormed for that it is 
pritty ruf to gett wormed for telin the truth 

the pare a spoonen down in the lore leftand 
corner is my sisster genny en her ole man he is 
balldeded butt he is the best she Can doo 

now puck ware is a boy to hav eney fun A 
| round the hous if his sissters ar a spoonin orl 

over evrey wares 
warever i go thay bounse me Out an tel me 

|i am a noocence mr puck plese print this car 
| Toon in the cors of justis an two make youer- 
| self scllid with the boys 
youers in dignantley 


4 


freddy 
p s cen bac the slaight sose my sissters wont 
cee it 
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No. XII. 
AN URBAN ANTIDOTE TO IK MARVEL AND 
CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER. 





Only a smell of sprouting potatos comes up from the cellar through 
the cold mouth of the register. A little while and the friendly group 
will leave its old familiar place of session. I regret to say that we shall | 
probably sit on the front stoop with our slippers on, indifferent to pub- 
lic opinion and chills, The Dude Boarder will shamelessly display his 
red-banded “half-hose,” glaring over his patent-leather shoes. The 
Landlady’s Daughter will exhibit a delicious half-inch of striped—hush 





—she blushes sympathetically even as I think it. ‘The Boarder Whom 
We Call Gaiters will flaunt his unholy brogans in the face of an out- | 
raged public. ‘The Landlady and I will sit on the upper step in sensible | 
serious converse, as becomes people of our age; and we shall smile as 
we listen to the sounds of subdued spooning that arise from our own 
and other stoops, to think how poorly eloquence of words translates 
the poetry of hearts like the Dude Boarder’s and the Landlady’s 
Daughter’s, 

And the old register will be deserted. Still we linger in its neigh- 
borhood, and chat lazily, discussing the topics of the day and the news 
of the house until I find a gooi1 text for my regular sermon. My ser- 
mon, somehow or other, generally precedes—immediately precedes— 
the usual adjournment. I offer no explanation of this remarkable co- 
incidence, or whatever you call it. Perhaps there is no explanation. 

Last week the Boarder Whom We Call Gaiters was full of the 
financial commotion down-town. 

He and the Landlady bewailed in chorus the hapless investors who 
lost their money in the Grant, Ward & Co. “blind pool.” 

THE BoaRDER WHomM WE Catt Gaiters.—The whole thing’s an 
outrage. The worst of it is that it doesn’t endthere. It unsettles public 
confidence. Where can people invest their money, if a name like Gen- 
eral Grant’s is no guarantee of the responsibility of a firm? 

THE DupE BoarpDER.—Where, indeed ? 

THE BOARDER WHOM WE CALL GalITERS.—What ? 

THE DupE BoarpEr.—I say where, indeed—where’s a fellow going 
to invest his money ? 

‘THE BoaRDER WHom WE Catt GaITerRs.—Where’s a fellow going 
to get it? would be more to the purpose, so far as you are concerned, 





Tue Dupe Boarper.—I’ll give you five per cent a month for all 
youve got to lend out. 

THE BOARDER WHOM WE Ca.L GalITERS.—Where’d you get the 
five per cent ? 

THE REGISTER.—Gentlemen, this unseemly controversy is postpon- 
ing the delivery of a few remarks which I feel called upon to make in 
reference to the financial situation. If you can conveniently call a 
truce, I will make them. 

THE BoarpeR WHom WE Catt Gaiters.—All right. We'll stop. 
Go ahead. We may as well have it over at once, I suppose. 

I took no notice of his flippancy. I have a fine faculty for ex- 
pressing contempt by simple silence. After the necessary pause I began: 

THE ReGIsTER.—I think that Mr. Frederick Grant is to be credited 
with the enunciation of a great truth, if he really said that nobody would 
lose by his failure except those who deserved to. Any man who in- 
vested in that blind pool was either a knave or such a double-barreled, | 
sublimated, high-proof idiot that he ought to be locked up for the benefit | 
of society. ‘ 

THE LANDLADY’s DAUGHTER.—Oh, my! 

THE Recister.—“Oh, my!” but feebly expresses the situation. | 





When thousands of men are glad to get five per cent a year for their 
money; when ten per cent would borrow all the money that would be 
needed to buy up half of New York—what are we to think of a man 
who fancies that he can get five per cent a month in the ordinary course 
of investment? Am I not justified in designating him as a double-bar- 
reled, sublimated, high-proof idiot? 

THE LanpLapy.—Gracious me! 

THE REGISTER.—“ Gracious me!”? does not go far enough, my 
dear madam. ‘The worst of the matter is that these investors were not 
—the most of them—laboring under any such delusion. ‘They thought 
they were going to get five per cent a month; but they thought it would 
be got dishonestly. So long as they did not have to soil their hands 
with the dishonest work that they supposed was to be done for them, 
they were satisfied. ‘They fondiy hoped that the people to whom they 
gave their money had found some “ crooked”? way of making it pay a 
big return. I am not saying that Grant, Ward & Co. had, or meant to 
have, any such crooked ways. But I say that their clients must have 
thought that they had. And, having this opinion of the firm, were they 
not sublimated idiots to trust their money to it? If you supply a cracks- 
man with capital, do you think that he will divide honestly with you? 
—you not being of his profession. I donot. Neither would Gaiters, 
if he were awake. Will the Dude Boarder kindly borrow a pin from 
the Landlady’s Daughter and stick it in the slumberer? 

He did, and after the subsequent dissension was over, we went 
up-stairs. 








CHOICE COMMUNICATIONS. 





We have received the following: 

CHAMBERLAIN, Dakota, May 4th, 1884. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

If you knew how popular the demand for Mr. Tilden’s nomination was, you 
would give him a little better show in your cartoons. 

I have conversed with a large number of Western Democrats the past two weeks, 
and they will hear of no one but Tilden. They are for the ‘¢ old ticket,” first, last and 
all the time. The Iowa Democrats even claim they can carry Iowa for Tilden, in 
view of the Prohibition Bill just passed by the Republicans, which bars ale, wine and 
beer, along with whiskey. The Germans of Iowa are solid Democrats from now on. 

Yours respectfully, F, S. STEWarr. 

And sent the following: 





All payments must be made exclusively to 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 


New York, May 74th, 7884. 
Me. Samuel _f. Tilden, Géeystane. 


Gy Keppter & SCHWARZMANN, it. 
PUBLISHERS, 


21, 23 & 25 WARREN ST., bet. Broadw-y & Church St. 








To Advertising, 30 Lines 4b. in Puck 


of even date $ 33 j.. 
Ree’h Poymenc. 
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A MILD MASON. 
WASHINGTON, D. C., May 8th, 1884, 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

You seem to be very unfavorably disposed toward Masonry. But for the influence 
of con upon, the world I do not think you would be able to publish your civiliz- 
ing sheet, 

Nothing more than Masonry has helped break down the influences of bigotry 
which in the past cursed the world, and which Puck in the present is so earnestly en- 
gaged in suppressing. In reality, PucK is but continuing the good work. In his 
zealousness, may he not continue to condemn the association which more than any 
other made his foot-steps sure. 

I will warrant that none more than Masons appreciates the severe blows PucK has 


| given, and continues to give, to the medieval spirit which lingers, and with brazen 


effrontery still seeks to govern the thoughts of mankind. Masonry hails Puck as a 
grand reinforcement to the great army of Progress. 

Long may Puck live, and for ever may it be true to those who have made its in- 
fluence available. Very respectfully yours, I. P. NoYEs. 


Mr. Noyes, you have written a very temperate letter, and if it were 
as logical as it is complimentary, it would settle the Masonry question 
for ever. But in seeking to prove too much you prove nothing at all. 
The statements that you make are wrong in every particular. The in- 
stitution called Masonry, with its grips and signs and its bogus “secrets,” 
has not had nearly as much effect in breaking down the influences of 
bigotry as the game of base-ball. If ‘ Masonry hails Puck as a grand 
reinforcement to the great army of Progress,’ Puck is sorry to say 
that he can not return the compliment. Mr. Noyes, your attitude re- 
minds us of the wife whose husband used to beat her cruelly. “Let 
him do it, Your Honor,” said she to the judge: “the worse he treats 
me, the more I love him.”’ Ep. Puck. 
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“MAN OVERBOARD. 
NO. XIV. 


PEAKING about prohibition,” said 

Misery Brown one day while we 
sat lying on the dump of the Blue Tail 
Fly: “Tam prone to allow that the more 
you prohibit, the more you—all at once 
—discover that you have more or less 
failed to prohibit. 

“Now, you can win a man over to 
your way of thinking sometimes, but 
you mustn’t do it with the butt-end of 
a telegraph-pole. You might convert 
him that way, perhaps, but the mental 
shock and phrenological concussion of 
the argument might be disastrous to the 
convert himself. 

“A man once said to me that rum 
was the devil’s drink, that Satan’s home was filled with the odor of hot 
rum, that perdition was soaked with spiced rum and rum punch. ‘You 
wot not,’ said he: ‘the ruin rum has rot. Why, Misery Brown,’ said he: 
‘rum is my dé noir.” Isaid I didn’t care what he used it for, he’d 
always find it very warming to the system. I told him he could use 
it for a hot dée noir, or a blanc mange, or any of those fancy drinks; 1 
didn’t care. 

“But the worst time I ever had grappling with the great enemy, 
I reckon, was in the later years of the war, when I had pretty near 
squashed the rebellion. Grim-visaged War had wore me down pretty 
well. I played the big tuba in the regimental band, and I began to 
sigh for peace. 

“We had been on the march all summer, it seemed to me. 
travel through dust ankle-deep all day 
that was just like ashes, and halt in the 
red-hot sun five minutes to make coffee. 
We’d make our coffee in five minutes, 
and sometimes we’d make it in the mid- 
dle of the road; but that’s neither here 
nor there. 

“We finally found out that we would 
make a stand in a certain town, and 
that the Q. M. had two barrels of old 
and reliable whiskey in store. We also 
found out that we couldn’t get any for 
medical purposes nor anything else. All 
we could do was to suffer on and wait 
till the war closed. I didn’t feel like 
postponing the thing myself, so I began 
to investigate. The great foe of human- 
ity was stored in a tobacco-house, and 
the Q. M. slept there nights between 
the barrels. The chances for a debauch 
looked peaked and slim in the extreme. 
However, there was a basement below, 
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of the night boring into that floor, and at three o’clock a. M. it 
looked like a hammock, it was so full of holes. ‘The Quartermaster slept 
on through it all. He slept in a very audible tone of voice, and every 
now and then we could hear him slumbering on. 

“At last we decided that he was sleeping middling close to that 
barrel, so we began to bore closer to the snore. It was my turn to bore, 
I remember, and I took the auger with a heavy heart. I bored through 
the floor, and for the first time bored into something besides oxygen. 
It was the Quartermaster. A wild yell echoed throughout the South- 
ern Confederacy, and I pulled out my auger. It had on the point a 
strawberry-mark, and a fragment of one of those old-fashioned woven 
wire gray shirts, such as Quartermasters used to wear. 

“T remember that we then left the tobacco-house, In the hurry 
we forgot two wash-tubs, a half-inch auger, and 980,351 new half-inch 
auger-holes that had never been used. 

BILL NYE, 








WILL THEY GO TO CHICAGO? 





Of course they will. It is at a political convention that the office- 
holder is seen to the best advantage. But he has to draw a high salary 
to get there. The high salary carries along with it privileges which are 
not enjoyed by underlings. 

We are informed that the Civil Service Reform Association is 
issuing notices to office-holders, calling attention to the fact that active 
interference in politics and participation in conventions is detrimental 
to their efficiency as officials, 

The Civil Service Reform Association is quite right; but the good 
that the notice will do may be put down as small—very small. No 
doubt active interference in politics is ‘ detrimental to their efficiency 
as officials’? ; but, under the present system, we should like to know how 
long they would remain officials if they did not take an active interest 
in politics? ; 

We will answer the question ourselves 
—just about as long as an ephemeron 
lives, which is said to be a day. It is 
doubtless highly improper for customs 
officials and others to go to the Chicago 
Presidential Convention, and to canvass 
for their political heros—the public does 
not pay them to do that kind of work; 
but what is going to be done about it? 

The trouble is that no employee in 
the public service looks upon himself in 
the same light as does a private indi- 
vidual who draws a salary in a mercan- 
tile establishment. 

The public servant regards his office 
as the proprietor of a liquor-saloon re- 
gards his business, It belongs to him; 
it is his property; he wishes to hold it 
as long as possible, and to make all the 
money he can out of it. This is why 
so many people are anxious to serve 
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and I got in there one night with a half- 
inch auger and two wash-tubs, Later on 
there was a sound of revelry by night. 
There was considerable ‘on with the 
dance, let joy be unconfined.’ 

“The next day there was a spongy 
appearance to the top of the head which 
seemed to be confined to our regiment, 
as a result of the sudden giving way, as it 
were, of prohibitory restrictions, It was 
a very disagreeable day, 1 remember. 
All Nature seemed clothed in gloom, 
and R. E. Morse, P. D. Q., seemed to 
be in charge of the proceedings. Red- 
eyed Regret was everywhere. 

“We then proceeded to yearn for 
the other barrel of woe, that we might 
pile up some more regret, and have 
enough misery to last us through the 
balance of the campaign. We acted 
on this suggestion, and, with a firm re- 
solve and the same half-inch auger, we 
stole once more into the basement of 
the tobacco-house. 

“T bored nineteen consecutive holes 
into the atmosphere, and then an inti- 
mate friend of mine bored twenty-seven 
distinct holes in the floor, only to bore 
through the bosom of the night with a 
dull thud. Eleven of us spent the most 
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—For the first time bored into something besides oxvgen.— 


their country, and why Mr. John J. 
O’Brien, of the Bureau of Elections, is 
going to the Chicago Presidential Con- 
vention. And Mr. John R, Lydecker, 
Tax Assessor, is going, too, accompan- 
ied by several noble, patriotic officials 
known more or less to fame. 

All these men are servants who give 
themselves holidays whenever it pleases 
them to doso, ‘That is the benefit of 
being paid by the public. 

A cook in private employment would 
be quickly “bounced” for absenting 
himself without leave for an unlimited 
period at even a Cook’s Convention; 
and quickly “bounced,” for the same 
reason, should be the gentlemen we have 
referred to if they persist in going. 

The New York Collector of Customs 
is paid by the people to coilect customs 
duties, not to pull wires at political con- 
ventions. If he wants to be a politician, 
let him get out of the public employ- 
ment. 





‘THE BUTTERFLY, the butterfly 
Through the meadow soon will sport, 
And the man beside the base-ball 
ground 
Will be a window short. 
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HIS ENGAGEMENT. 





They sat in the parlor together. It was draw- 
ing on to ten o’clock, and the lamp had burned 
itself out. They could see the stars twinkling 
like so many engagement-rings in the purple 
vault of heaven. 

“TI think I must go,” he said, as he groped 
around for his hat. 

“What, so soon?” she inquired: ‘ There is 
no use of your going so early. It is now the 





gentle spring-time; warm airs stir the arbutus 
and the wayside violet, and we don’t have any 
fire in the house. Therefore you can stay with- | 
out fear of burning up our coal.” | 

“T was not thinking of the coal,” replied | 
the young man, rather awkwardly: “ but I must | 
away.” 

“Night’s candles are not half burned out 
yet,’ she responded, sentimentally: “it is not 
more than half-past nine, and I haven’t seen | 
you for so long.” 

“You saw me last night,” he said, as he | 
twirled his hat around on his finger. 

“But not since then,’ she said, with sweet- | 
seventeen impulsiveness: “and it seems as | 
though I haven’t seen you for years. It seems | 
as though you have been away from me for 
months selling suspenders on commission in 
Dakota. I feel as though you have been 
snatched from a cruel fate, and, so to speak, 
pulled from the grave and restored to me.” 

“T will be around to-morrow evening,” he 
said, as he “ slicked ” his hair up with his hands, 
so that his hat would go on all right. 

“Why will you go from me?” she inquired, 
pleadingly, as she took both his horny hands 
in her matchless taper fingers and looked long 
and fondly in his eyes. 

“‘T have another engagement,” he replied. 

“ What?” she fairly hissed, while all the jeal- 
ousy of her womanly nature made itself mani- 
fest in the word. 

“T have another engagement,” he repeated: 
“and I must hurry away. I am to see her at 
eleven o’clock.’’ 

“ What—see her—see her?” hissed the now 
purple Caramella in a volley of hysterical sobs: 
“See her, eh? And who is she, pray? Whom 
are you going to see? And what right have 
you to go to see any one else, anyhow? You 
are a nice young man to be engaged! Do you 
remember what you told me two months ago, 
after the minstrel-show, when we were eating 
the fourth fry ?” 

“ Yes, I remember all,’ he responded, as he 
raised one foot off the floor and proceeded to 
scratch the calf of his other leg with it. 

“And still you have the impudence to say 
you have an engagement with another girl this 
evening ?”’ on 

“1 do.” 

“TI would like to tear her eyes out!” said 
Caramella, clinching her hands together until 
it looked as though the blood would fly out: 
“I would like to tear her eyes out! Who is she, 
that I may pull every hair out of her head ?”? 

“ Her name is Isabella Macy,” responded the 
young man, half frightened to death. 

“Isabella Macy,eh? Isabella Macy? Regular 
nigger name. I just want to see this Isabella 
Macy once, and I'll tell her just what kind of 
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Mr. CORNSTACKER.—‘‘ Aha! Been spring-gardening, have yer ? Raise anything ?” 
Mr. BEANMASHER,—‘“ Certainly—the biggest blister you ever saw!” 








“TI mean that Isabella Macy is dead, and | yard. A little child sat on a low chair eating 


that I am going to help sit up with the remains 
to-night.” 

And when the fair Caramella discovered that 
her supposed rival was dead, she asked her lover 
to forgive her, and kissed him eighty or ninety 
times before liberating him for the night. 

R. K. M. 








“THis is the crop that never fails,’ said the 
ostrich, hoarsely, as she swallowed a half-inch 
iron nut, two gimlet-pointed screws and a base- 
ball. And with a fiendish chuckle she strode 
away. 

The goat of the valley, after looking after 
her, sighed and felt a yearning for something 
higher and better than as yet his undeveloped 
life had known. He felt, after seeing what had 
passed before his eyes, that after all he was 
only a goat, and beneath his gay smile he wore 
a hollow, hungry heart that not all the glitter- 
ing tomato-cans and discarded corsets in this 
vain world could fill. He started and pressed 
his fragrant brow feverishly against a passing 
child, as he saw the ostrich, beautiful as a dream 
of spring, bend gracefully over a close board 
fence, and, lightly tossing her head, swallow a 
sad-iron without a grimace. 

So cold, so soulless, so icy in repose,” mur- 
mured the poor goat: “and yet when she wak- 
ens to action and does a thing like that the 
beautiful marble becomes a thing of life.” - 

The gaudy circus-poster filled the neighbor- 
ing fence with the blossoming hues of spring. 





aman you are, and that she had better look 
out for you. ‘That’s all, you mean old thing!”’ 

She was talked out, and after the young man 
had stood in her presence a while to give her a | 
chance to finish him, she recovered her breath 
and said, sarcastically: 

“I suppose you are going to give her ice- 
cream, eh ?”? 

‘No, she doesn’t care for ice-cream now.” 

“She doesn’t ?” 

“No, She will never care for ice-cream any 
more—nor taffy—nor anything.” 

“ What do you mean?” 





Far off along the white line of the misty hori- 


| zon the stately ships, like ghastly, shadowy sails, 


went drifting by. From the gray corner near 
at hand the sobbing organ made all the still 
air tremble with the melting strains of “ Nancy 
Lee” with a weird, sweet melody. Something, 
he knew not what, lured him on to greater 
deeds than hitherto he had known. His face 
lighted up with a strangely mingled look of tri- 
umph, He turned suddenly, 1s one turns away 
from a great temptation, and, climbing up the 
side of a wood-shed, leaped lightly into a back 





its luncheon. 

“Tt is mine!’ he shouted, hoarsely, and with 
one quick movement he had torn the luncheon 
from the hands of the terrified child, who 
shrieked and fled. 

Yes, he had triumphed, but his life was the 
price of his triumph; and, after all, what a pit- 
iful victory it was! Once, twice, thrice and 
again he struggled to swallow it, his eyes grew 
dim, he fell fainting upon his side; he lay there, 
dying; the waves down on the beach sang on 
in slow and solemn monotone; suddenly, as 
each passed from his choking gaze, there, ra- 
diant as a vision of the moonlight, her eyes full 
of radiant fire, white, pure, pale, the sunlight 
shimmering in the fluttering masses of her costly 
tips and plumes, the ostrich stood by his side, 
and plucking from his pallid jaws the coveted 
tidbit, bolted it with a smile and so brought 
him back to life. 

“That was pie,” the ostrich said, kindly: 
“It takes a woman to get away with that.” 

A goat is only a goat, after all. 

—R. J. Burdette, in Utica Observer. 


—What makes even a very good smoking tobacco bite 
your tongue? The presence of nitrates. Analysis by 
Dr. A. Voelcker, F. R. S., Consulting Chemist Royal 
Agricultural Society, England, shows only a trace of 
nitrates in Blackwell’s Durham Long Cut. The Soil of 
the Golden Belt, North Carolina, in which this tobacco 
is grown, don’t supply nitrates to the leaf. That is the 
secret of its delicious mildness. Nothing so pure and 
luxurious for smoking. Don’t forget the brand. 








Lundborge’s Perfume, Fdenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundboreg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 





CASTORIA. 
When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Child, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became a Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 





SPECIAL NOTICE. 

Numbers 6, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 33, 38, 45, 46, 50, 53, 
54, 56, 60, 62, 77, 79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 108, 109 and 122 
of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents 
per copy. 


















































PUCK. 


73 





What is BROWN’S 
GINGER for—How 
do you use it? 


This Essence is warranted to 
possess, ina concentrated form, 
all the valuable properties of 
JAMAICA GINGER, and will 
be found on trial, an excellent 
FAMILY MEDICINE. It is 
particularly recommended as 
A TONIC to persons recover- 
ing from FEVER or other dis- 
eases, a few drops imparting 
to the Stomach a glow and 
vigor equal to a wine-glassful 
of brandy or other stimulant, 
without any of the debilitating 
effects which are sure to fol- 
low the use of liquor of any 
kind; and it is therefore spe- 
cially serviceable to Children 
and Females. To the AGED 
it will prove a great comfort; 
to the DYSPEPTIC, and to 
those who are predisposed to 
GOUT or RHEUMATIC AF- 
FECTIONS, it gives great re- 
lief; and to the INEBRIATE 
who wishes to Reform, but 
whose stomach is constantly 

‘ eraving the noxious liquor, it 
is invaluable—giving tone to 
the DIGESTIVE Organs, and 
strength to resist temptation, 
and is consequently a great 
agent in the CAUSE OF TEM- 
PERANCE. 


DOSE.—For a grown person, one tea- 
spoonful; for a child 10 to 12 years old, half 
a tea-spoonful; and for a child 2to 5 years 
old, 15 to 20 drops. To be given in Sugar 
and Water. 


REMEMBER! 


INSIST on having the 
GENUINE BROWN’S GINGER 
made by Fred’k Brown, Phil- 
adelphia—Take no other. For 
sale by all respectable Drug- 
gists and Grocers in the World. 











CATALOGUE 


THE POPE MFC CO. 


597 WASHN ST.,BOSTON.MASS. 


FOR ILLUS. 








BRAN CH HOUSE, 12 Warren St., NEW YORE. 


Pachimann & Moelich, 


863 Canal St., N. Y., 
Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 
Established 1838. Price-list Free. 
Repairing a Specialty. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


Address C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 















THE LITTLE FAT DOCTOR. 
He seemed so strange to me, every way— 
In manner, and ways, and size, 
From the boy I knew but yesterday— 
I could hardly believe my eyes! 


To hear his name called over there, 
My memory thrilled with glee, 

And leaped to picture him young and fair, 
And fresh as he used to be. 


But looking, as only glad eyes can, 
For the boy I knew of yore, 

I smiled on a portly little man 
I had never seen before! 


Grave as a judge, in courtliness— 
Professor-like and bland— 

A little fat doctor and nothing less, 
With his hat in his kimboed hand. 


But how we talked old times, and chaffed 
Each other, with “ Minnie” and “ Jim”! 

And how the little fat doctor laughed— 
And how I laughed at him! 


“And it’s pleasant,” I said: “though I 
yearn to see 
The face of the youth that was, 
To know no boy could smile on me 
As the little fat doctor does!’ 
—/j. W. Riley, in Unknown Ex. 
Tue Yankee says: “ How de do?’ the Ital- 
ian: “How do you stand?” the Frenchman: 
“ How do you carry yourself?’ the Dutchman: 
“How do you fare?” the Swede: “How can 
you?” the Pole: “Art thou gay?” the Turk: 
‘May Allah prosper thee!” and the Quaker: 
“ How is thee?” Out in esthetic Montana the 
usual salutation is: “Hello, cully, how’s yer 
conduct? Come in and give the internal rev- 
enue a boost!””— Boston Post. 


A BASE-BALL umpire was mobbed in Phila- 
delphia a few days ago. It will soon be so that 
every time a game of base-ball is played the 
Governor will have to call out the troops to 
protect the umpire. Our leading industries 
must be encouraged and protected.—orristown 


Herald. 





No well regulated household should be without a bottle of An- 
gostura Bitters, the world renowned appetizer and invigor- 
ator. Beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 





** How wonderfully cheap !”’ 

** Did you ever see such for the money ?”” 
“* Perfectly astonishing at the price !’* 
“This beats all other publications !’’ 

** Only 25 cents! Marvelous !’’ 
** How can they be afforded ?? 
** You ought to sell millions !’’ 


Similar exclamations we hear daily. 


HITCHCOCK?S 
20c. STANDARD COLLECTIONS 


—OF— 


OLD AND NEW SONGS, 


With Accompaniments for Piano or Organ. 


Each book 128 pages. Four ready, only 25 cents each. 
Mailed for 33 cents each. 


Remit by Postal Orders, Postal Notes, or Bills in registered let- 
ters. Postage Stamps are acceptable. 


BENJ. W. HITCHCOCK, 166 Nassau St, 


SUN BUILDING, New York. 
Opposite City Hall, near Brooklyn Bridge. 
Wholesale Orders should be sent to The American 
News Company and its Branches. 





J. H. Bonnell & Co., 
PrintinG INK MANUFACTU KERS, 
7 Spruce STReE#T, ‘TRmpuNE Bui_pinea, 
New York. 
WE MANUFACTURE ALL THE PRINTING INK USED ON THE FOL- 
LOWING AND MANY OTHER PUBLICATIONS: 
HarpPEerR’s WEEKLY AND Bazar. 
Mrs. FRANK Les.ir’s PuBLicaTions. 
Tue Parker & Ti-ron’s Ant Exuisirt. 
New York TRIBUNE. 
New York Sun. 
New York Mornin Journat. 
PuiLapeLpPuiA Pusiic LepGer. 


STAIR AND ROOM “CORNERS, 


To Keep Out Dust, Lint, Ete. Exceedingly Ornamental. 
79 CEDAR STREET, NEW YORK CITY. 











com PIANOS 3: 
Square Upright 


Received First Prize reste Exhibition, Philadel- 


Received First Prize My Tehibitton, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 18832. 
The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 
among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 
SOHMER & CO,, 
Nos. 149 to 155 East 14th Street, New York. 





MER OA S % iE 
Ce aby E: 
c\ MANUFACTORY “2 
BELFAST IRELANO He 








CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVENUE, 

Oldest Baby Carriage Factory in the world. 

Latest styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood, 
CARRIAGES and SPRINGS, 


me) indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co., of 25th St., 
ARIY Dr. Shra y and others, as perfect in construc- 
WS tion, safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Veloci- 
pedes, Wagons, Doll Carri ages, Bicycles &c. Wholesale and Retail 
Catalogues free. Openevenings. Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 


569 THIRD AVENUE, near 37th Street, NEW YORK. 
324 FULTON ST., cor. Pierrepont, BROOKLYN, 




















IT STANDS AT THE HEAD. 


Unrivaled in Strength and Speed. 
Great Improvements for 1884. 
AMERICAN WritinG Macuine Co., Corry, Pa. 








STRAIGHT ae 
ot 0 0 CIGARETTES 
THE FINEST. 


By W. 8S. Kimball & Co. 





13 First Prize Medals. 








C Aoenol? 
C Co 
“onstable KAS ¥ 


COSTUMES. 


Paris Novelties in Spring Wraps and 
Mantles. Also, Promenade, Carriage, and 
Reception Costumes, Suits,&c. Party and 
Ball Toilets, together with a fine selection 
of their own manufacture, from the most 
fashionable fabrics. 








; Hroadwoay HK 9th ot. 
¢ 


NEW YORK. 





50 Golden Beauties, &c. Cards with name, ro cents. Present 
with each pack, TUTTLE BROS., North Haven, Ct. 
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BEHNING 


 BPIANOSB. 
Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. 4th ST., N. Y. 


Hannigan & Bouillon 


WALLER & McSORLEY, 
245 Grand St, ,dwnEy, NEW YORK. 


THE RECORD BEATEN. 


FOR YEARS WE HAVE BEEN COMPETITORS IN THE 
RACE FOR POPULAR PATRONAGE, OUR EFFORTS 
DISTANCED ALL OTHER CONCERNS AND PLACED US 
AT THE HEAD OF THE te THIS SEASON 
WE ENTERED ‘THE CONTEST EQUIPPED .WITH AN 
EXTENSIVE STOCK PURCHASED IN THE BEST MARK- 
ELS AT BOTTOM CASH PRICES. i 4 A VICTORY 
AHEAD, BUT WERE DETERMINED O OVER THE 
HIGH-WATER MARK OF PREVIOUS SUCCESSES. WE 
WATCHED THE MARKET FOR A FAVORABLE OPPOR- 

TUNITY TO INVEST, WHICH PRESENTED ITSELF 
LAST WEEK, WHEN ‘WE PURCHASED FOR CASH AT 
FIFTY CENTS ON THE DOLLAR 

E autre. STOCK 


T R- 'S AND WRAPS 
MANUFACTURED FOR THE eet CITY TRADE BY 
W. EROSS, 223 FULTON ST., BROOKLYN, AND 
WHICH WE HAVE PLACED ON £9 tc AT AN SAVANCE 
OF TEN PER CENT., MAKING THIS THE MOST UN- 
PRECEDENTED BARGAIN SALE OF THE YEAR. 
AN ENTIRE STOCK AT FORTY PER CENT. 
LESS THAN WHOLESALE COST PRICE. 


ag OUR MAMMOTH CATALOGUE -@s 


sent free on application. 


HANNICAN & BOUILLON, 


245. Grand Street, New York City. 
FIRST DRY GOODS STORE FROM BOWERY. 











- GIAN PRINTING PRESS, $1; x.y At 
*Self-Inker, $2 > | with 9) 

5 ouent 4. Sample cards catalogue, 6 ‘eels. 

W. LVANS, 60 N. Ninth se" Philada., 





NATURALISTS say that “the feet of the com- 
mon working bee is a combination of a basket, 
a brush, and a pair of pincers,” So far as the 


pincers are concerned, that has been an estab- Se POSITIVE CURE 


lished fact since the memory of man. But as 






to the “‘ basket”? and “ brush,” there is a ques- 3 for every form of 
tion. If it was a furnace and needle that was as SKIN & BLOOD 
found with the pincers, it would seem more DISEASE. 
le, as all who ] i yRom 
reasonable, as all who have had any experience emmaee aneneees 


with a bee, or who have investigated the sub- 

TCHING, Scaly, Pimply, Scrofulous, Inherited, Contagious, 
ject, eed ready to take a solemn oath that for l and Copper Caled an of the blood, Skin ant Scalp, 
clinching hold of, and punching holes, red-hot | with loss of hair, are positively cured by the Curicura Remepies. 


ones, every step taken, a bee’s foot can not be J Curicura Resotvenr, the new blood purifier, cleanses the blood 
1. © and perspiration of impurities and p ts, and re- 
equaled.—Pick's Sun, ream qenssaag 

: th t Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 

PROFESSOR MERRIMAN declares that in “ten PR sonnet denote Skin and Scalp, cab Sawe and Sores, 
thousand years the ocean will roll two hundred | "4 restores - Hair. ina Resi sk Toten 

itv.? ‘Thi Curicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier an oilet Requi- 

feet deep over New York City. This should site, prepared from CuricurA, is indispensable in treating SKin 


not alarm the New Yorkers, however. By that ] Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily Skin. 
i - ; j Curicura Remeprss are absolutely pure and the only infallible 
time apartment-houses in New York, at the | oer one eee ekin Beautiiers, 


present rate of altitude, will be built five hun- Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
dred feet high, and people will escape danger | Resolvent, $1. Prepared by Porter Dru anp Cuemicat Co., 








. : ; : ° : Boston, Mass. 
by moving into the 45th story—or higher, if pap send for * How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 
necessary.—orristown Herald, 

: TINE! 
ALL the elephants in the country are about FOR FINISHING WALLS AND CEILINGS, 

to get kalsomined in honor of the Siamese em- Is the most durable and economical material known, It isa valu- 
bassy, which is expected to arrive shortly.— able discovery, and is rapidly enpenetion, Rete and other 

° da, ° wall finish, Manufactured in a variety of beautiful tints, and can 
Commercial Advertiser, be applied by any one. Ifnot for sale in your neighborhood, send 


. ‘. to ALABASTINE CO. ree Slip, N. Y.; 32 Pearl St., Bos- 
Cuicaco is to have English cabs, and fears | ton; or Grand Rapids, 





are entertained that Chicago girls will insist on 
. : T have a positive 
using them for slippers.— Boston Post. d h 
above disease; by 


its = arod indeed, 





of cases of th t kind and of long standing have be 

Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, go strong 1s my faith in ite eficac y that willsend TWO BOT" BOTTLE LES FREE, 
i to er witha on this disease, to u 

Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have | (iF) Express and P. 0. address DE. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N. ¥- 








life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 


Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH TAPE WORM. 


MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY CO., 46 thvee hos. For particulars address wih — 
W. 14th Street, New York. H, El ORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 













WARRANTED 6 Yours, 
$115 {dR} $49.75 
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gPIPE ORGANS (25 STOPS) ONLY 


U rovided ou order within 
BInctu QyaSatrom cieeatenies L rder r within five daysa 
of ca enig mane 00 RIPE PARLOR 
“Fa desire t thie = PLAN 


am = seat 
a> j REGULAR PRICE $il5, 00 sei es 
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"25 USEFUL STOPS, AS FOLLOWS: 


ana a Celeste.—The sweet, pure, ex- | this Stop is “‘ Beatty’s favorite.” 
ited tones produced from this stop are| 6—French Horn._tenitates 0 fall OR- 
ae description. CHESTRA and BRASS ND. 
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of harmony, Its MELODIOUS TONES, while using the full O » must be heard to 
be appreciated. Height, 70 inches; Length, 46 inc a Depth, 24 inches, 
N SETS Ss AND TONGUE REEDS, as foliows: 1st, Five 
(5) Octave Set Golden Tongue Reeds; 2d, Five @)eul Set “Paris” Theeds. 33d, Sweet Voix 
Celeste Reeds of oe ull Octaves; 4th, One a) Full Octave Powerful Manual Boxed 
Sub-Bass pect 5th, Two (2) Octaves or one each of Piccolo ons ,fazaphone Keeds 
combined; 6th, Soft Cello Reeds: vith, Set Violina : che 8th, Set Jubilante Reeds; 9th, 
Se Set Clarionet Reeds. Y om Nine Sets Reeds are entirely pt nm and covered yond 
United States Pate 
ve Full Octavem _—— or Ke ey bon he eenmasomne Walnut Case, 
Tilutninated Pi Receptacle for Book an booed, ‘Music, Lae got Handles, bm 
rs, treble up’ ght Bellows of immense owen, Steel Spri ings, &c. ht Knee Swell, 
ane Left Grand Organ Knee Swell, by which the full power of “inis an may 
chesnes s pleasure, by use of the knee, without removing the hands from the 
eyboard. 
IMPORTANT NOTICE.—This Special | Offer is positively not 
on and after the limited time has expired, and to secure the Special 
Price the following LICE must 
accompany your Fake 


Given under Hand and Se 
this saa ” 





Soh 














May 14th, 1884. 





PUCK, 
ther with only Lg 75 or of. ?5 CASH ci RIST AS P ae SEN 
y P. O. Money Order, — Letter, Checkg and to iM end I am will ng i ate 
yp dere matte ed wi Lew a hd r thirteen yr = -— ty van ADVERTISE a EM 
vel 
ya ES mee | my fg Ay ce) in to s All I ask in return of you 


ment for one of my Pipe 
Ney 990, &e. Money vetunded wit J. show the instrument to your 


le, 

ocak at 6 per cent. from date of your remit fri They are sw cE. order at the 

resented, after year’s use. EC 128 
‘Siz 4 Sw ——— E A ie GULAR PRIC speaks ; 2% r Tecitee 
his FER NOW a gs its own A pou, ve 
accept t wr o.. our reaso me hear 
pane thon careare nonnes yours may desire + ORGAN, Call bic eres — to 
this advertisement. If they are from home mail this offer to them, If you can con- 
veniently help me ettend tne sa‘e of these POPULAR INSTRUMENTS I shall certainly 
coonenene your efforts. §@ You should, if possible. order within Five Days, thus 
uring the $4.00 extra. Remember, positively no orders for this handsome Pipe 
Organ will be executed for leas than the regular price, $115.00, after the limited time, 
- gpecies. shove. LL, muired: thus, S # oy order within 5 days it costs $45.75; within 


BEATTY: Washington, New Jersey. 


“TU } 
Bb) eee | 


mi nart, 
init tthe 
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PUCK. 





DR. See 
UINE 


ELECTRIC BELTS, 


For Ladies and Gentlemen. 


Probably never, since the invention of Belts and Say ee has 
cree a eet a as = = for Dr. Sc < ott’s 
Electr elts, Over seven thousan ple in the city o 
Now Yo ric alone ure now wearing them daily. They are recom- 
mended by the most learned physicians in the men of all 

e Weakness, Nervous ‘ 
ap oralys 


’ iar 
Dey ea, 


tee 3.00 


There is no waiting a long time for results. Electro-m: 
f acts quickly, generally the first week, more frequently the —_ 
and often even during the first hour they are worn their wonderful 


back. They are constructed on scientific principles, — 
exhilarating, health- “Giving ¢ current to the whole - 
The celebrated Dr. 


PRICE $3.00 ON 3 TRIA’.. 
We will send either Lady’s or Gent’s Belt on trial, post-paid, on 
receipt of $3.20, Cay ge | safe delivery. State size of waist 
Belt. Kemit by money order or draft at our 
stered letter. Address, GEO. A. SCOTT, 
842 Broadway, N le ENTION THIS PAPER. 
Dr, Scott's * A CORSETS. $1.00, 1,50, 2.00 and 3. 
Dr. Scott’s ELECTRIC HA1R BRUSHES, $1. oo, 1.50, 2. 00, Sas 3.00, 
Dr. Scott’s ELKCTRIC FLESH BRUSHES, $3.00. 
Dr. Scot?’s ELECTRIC TooTH BRUSH, 502. 








THE NEW ALLEGRETTI REFRIGERATOR. 
THE BEST FOR FAMILY USE. 


Also for Hotels, Restaurants, Ice-cream and Fruit Dealers. Show case 
Refrigerators for exhibition purposes. Plans and estimates furnished for 
special stylesand sizes. Call and examine, or sena for illustrated catalogue. 


THE ALLEGRETTI REFRIGERATOR CO., 


Salesroom at Wheeler & Wilson’s, 
44 EAST 14TH STREET, UNION SQUARE. 


Ss! 

= 
NEUTRO-PILLENE, only hair solvent known. 
Permanently dissolves superfluous hair,rvot & branch 
in five minutes, without pain, discoloration or injury, 
Queen of the Toilet. A harmless, natural beau- 
titier. Produces a beautiful white tran~parent 
complexion. Send two eons Son persowers, 
THE UNIVERSIT CHEMIC TION 


WORES, 249 south, Sixth Street. Philadelphia, Pa. 

















$5 cents we will 
send youa three 


On receipt of 
| months’ sub- 


Fashion Monthly, and present 

ibsoriber 25 samples of 
beautiful silks, assorted colors for 
CRAZY Rp For 50c. we will send the Monthly 
six months, and give youfree a |: + | a assorted silks 
for which other s charge one ° dol ‘or $1.00 we will 
sendt he Monthly = year and give iz ‘ou two large packages) 

our new book. Ladies Guideto Fancy Work. Address' 


an iM STODDART & CO., 126 Chambers St,, N. ¥. 






IT PAYS ASFER © oo) Se AeRRRe Gene 





JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
STEEL PENS 


So.oBrALL OEALERS THroucHour Ine WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878. 


°F Print Your Own Garis’ 


with our $3 Printing Press. Larger sizes 
for circulars, &c. wt) to $75. For young 
or old, business or pleasure. Everything 
easy, printed directions. Send 2 stamps 
a for Catalogue of presses, Type, Cards, 


&c., &c., to the factory. Ke'sey & Co.. Meriden, Conn. 














Best in THe Wortp. 
Mailed free. Address, 
LYON & HEALY, 


WESTERN Railroad President.—“TI tell you, 
sir, it isruinous. I can’t reduce fares between 
those points from fourteen dollars and fifty 
cents to five dollars. You must be crazy.” 

Superintendent.—“ It must be done, sir, or 
the new B. X. W. and Z. line will get part of 
our traffic.” 

“ But it costs more than that to carry them.” 

“Oh! I have that all fixed; we will make it 
all up every trip.’ 

“In what way ?”” 

“‘ My idea is to run nothing but palace-cars,”’ 

“Well?” 

“ And then, before reaching the end of the 
road, you and I, disguised as two of the James 
gang, will board the train.” 

** Capital idea! But that would only work for 
awhile. ‘The passengers would complain and 
the authorities would get after us.’’ 

“ Oh, but we won’t touch the passengers.” 

“Mer” 

“No; we'll just rob the porter.” — PA. Cail. 


THE Democrats might as well nominate Til- 
den, his old age and decrepitude notwithstand- 
ing. No man they can nominate will live long 
enough to be elected.—/roria Transcript. » 


Aw English critic says: “ Lawrence Barrett 
is not handsome.’’ Well, who said he was? 
There is one thing in his favor, though. His 
legs are mates, and Henry Irving’s are not. 
Any more faults to find because Mr. Barrett is 
an American ?—Peck’s Sun, 


A Paradox—A Dead Live Oak. Claw-Ham- 
mers—Sullivan’s Fists. ‘Dot Little Cherman 
Band”—The String Around the Neck of a 
Bologna.—Philaddphia Bulletin, 


Ir is claimed that there are forty thousand 
people in New York City who depend on gam- 
‘ling for a livelihood. It is not stated how 
many of this number do business in Wall St.— 
Pick’s Sun, 

A Grain Elevator—The Druggist’s Scales.— 
Boston Post, 








Reaches, by fast mail or express, all points within 400 miles of 
New York during business hours on the day of publication. Your 
newsdealer wi | supply it promptly on order, or we will send it by 
mail at 50 cents a month. Address 


I. W. ENGLAND, Publisher ‘Tue Sun,” 
New York City. 


Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
bel a, of either sex, to more money 

B rs t away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure, At once address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 








FINE CUSTOM TAILORING 


MODERATE PRICES. 
NEWEST SHADES AND MATERIALS 


FOR 
SPRING AND SUMMER. 


Samples and Self-Measurement Chart 
Mailed on Application. 
BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 






THE 
BEST 





aIIZOUEBER) VATS 

















GRAPE MILK 


(NON-ALCOHOLIC ) 


Unfermented Sparkling Grape Juice. 
A.WERNER & €° 


To Lovers of English Pale Ale 


WE RECOMMEND 











“BURKE'S” 
Light Sparkling Pale Ale 


As the Finest English Ale Bottled. 
REFRESHING, INVIGORATING, AND CONSTI- 
TUTING AN APPETIZING TONIC, WHILE 
SLIGHTLY STIMULATING. EASY OF 
DIGESTION. 


FOR SALE EVERYWHERE, 


EDWARD & JOHN BURKE, 
DUBLIN, LIVERPOOL, NEW YORK, 


PROPRIETORS OF 


BURKE’S RED-HEAD BRAND OF STOUT. 








BITTERS. 


lent appetizing tonic of ex eet tones, bow used over the 
a. —_ cures Dyspepsia, Disrch ea, Fever and Ague, «nd all 


disorders of the Digestive ns. few drops imparts delic + flavor 
to a ginss ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try ft, .nd 
beware of counterfeits, Ask at grocer or 4ru Hy for the genuine 
article, man by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS, 


3. W. WUPPERMANN, 8OLB ACERT. 


51 BROADWAY. N. Y. 
BOKER’S BITTERS 
The Oldest and Best of all 
= STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints, 


L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 










Package, 25c. akes 5 gallons of a de- 
licious sparkling and wholesome bever- 
a e. Sold by all Druggists or sent by 

. Hires, 48 N. D 


S’ {MPROVED | ROOT BEER. 


mail on receipt of 25c. el. Ave., Phila., Pa. 


HARRY JOHNSON’S NEW AND IMPROVED 
BARTENDER’S MANUAL; 


OR, HOW TO MIX DRINKS OF THE PRESENT STYLE. 
Price 50 Cents. For Sale Everywhere. 
THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS CO., NEW YORK: 


FR AWSON'S (cc. S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 
Theindividual wearing it will not be conscious of its presence. 
Lecture ou Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 
Sold by Drugsiets. (FG ery Bandage\ S, E. G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail sately. | Guaranteed. J Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 

















hased Band ad ov Double Heart . 

80 Pes o Candis a nas 
NT ail for 24 cents. 

m CLINTON & CO., North Haven. Ct. 




















OFFICE OF "PUCK" 23 WARREN ST. NEWYORK. MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITH 2!- 25 WARREN ST N.Y 


THE WALL STREET HELL-GATE., 


MEASURES OUGHT TO BE TAKEN AT ONCE TO BLOW UP THIS OBSTRUCTION TO LEGITIMATE TRADE. 





